130                 MARY STUART.           ACT iv.

To breath of any lord on earth but God,
What thinks our cousin ?

Hunsdon.                      That if Spain or France

Or both be stronger than the heart in us
Which beats to battle ere they menace, why,
In1 God's name, let them rise and make their prey
Of what was England: but if neither be,
The smooth-cheeked French man-harlot, nor that

hand

Which holp to light Rome's fires with English limbs,
Let us not keep to make their weakness strong
A pestilence here alive in England, which
Gives force to their faint enmities, and burns
Half the heart out of loyal trust and hope
With heat that kindles treason.

Elizabeth.                                By this light,

I have heard worse counsel from a wise man's tongue
Than this clear note of forthright soldiership.
How say you, Dudley, to it?

Leicester,                             Madam, ere this

You have had my mind upon the matter, writ  k
But late fiom Holland, that no public stroke
Should fall upon this princess, who may be
By privy death more happily removed
Without impeach of majesty, nor leave
A sign against your judgment, to call down
Blame of strange kings for wrong to kingship wrought
Though right were done to justice,

Elizabeth                                    Of your love

We know it is that comes this counsel; nor,